



7 " he T'mgeclj of Othello 

Thou hadl bin better bauc been borne a dog. 

Then anfwere niy wak\i wrath, 

Ja/^, I P; >-oaie to this ? 

Ci. Makernccofct’i.,orattheleaftfoproueit, 

That the prubationjbeare no hinge, nor loope. 

To hang a doubt on ;or woe vpjn thy life, « 

/.I’/. My nable Lord, 

O th. I f choa doeft (lander her, and torture me, 

Neucr pray more, abandon all reraotce ; 

On horrors head,!'.orrors accumulate ; 

Do deeds, to make heauen wee pe, all eai th amaz’d, 

For nothing canft thou to damnation adde,greaccr then that, 
Ug. O grace, O heauen defend me, 

Are youa man.baue you a foule or fence ? 

God buy you, take my ofSce,-0 wretched foole, 
Thatliucit to make thine honed y a vice; 

0 monftrous world, take note,tal<c note O world. 

To be dircdl and honed, is not fafe, , 

1 than' e you for this prolic^and from hence, 

11c lone no fc lend fince lone breeds fech offence. 

Oth. Nay day .thou diouldd be honed 
I^lg, I fhould be wid,for hotitdit's a foole. 

And ioofes that it worses for. 

Oth. By the world, 

I thinke my vvife be honeft andthinke (lie is not, 

3 think? that thou art iu(l,5nd ihmke thou art not; 

I’e haue lone proofe : her name that was as tre(h 
As T)iitns vifage,i$ now begri'iid,and bl.;cke 
As mine owncface : If cliere be cords,or kniues, 

Poyfon,or fire,orfuffucating ftreames, 
lie not endure it : would ( were fatifhed. 

lag. 1 fee (ir,you are eaten vpwiih pailRon, 

I doc rep nc me drat 1 put it to you ; 

You would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would,: ay, I will. 

lag. And may , but how,how fatt ned my Lord? 

Would you. the fupciuilion grofl'tly gipe on, 

Behold her topt? 
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the core of tmtt, 

Oth, Deathand damnation —oh. 

Jag, It were a tedious difficulty Irhinlcc, 

To bring cm to chat prorped, dam em then. 

If euer mortall eyes did fee them boalfter 
More then their owne ; what then, how then ? 

What (hall I fay ? where *s fatisfadion ? 

It is impoffible you fhould fee this, 

Were they as prime as Goarcs, as hot as MonUcs, 

Asfalt as Wolucs in pride,and fooles as groffe 
As ignorance made drunkc ; But yet I fay, 

Ifiiiiputation and ftrong circumllances, 

Which Icade dircdly to the doore of truth. 

Will glue you racisfaclion,you may ha’t. 

Ot. Giue me aliuing reafon,t hat flic's difloyall- 
lag, I doe not like the office. 

But lith I am cntei'd into this caufe fo farre, 

Pricktto’t by fooliih hone fly and loue, 

J will goe on ; I lay with CV/sw lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tooth,I could not fleepe. 
There arc a kind of men fo loofe of (bule. 

That in their (leepes will mutter their affaires, 

One of this kind is Cafsto ; 

In fleepe I heard him fay. Sweet Defdemena, 

Let vs be wary,lct vs hide oar loues ; 

And then fir would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry outjfweet creature, and then kiffe me hard. 

As ifhep'uckt vp kiffesby the rootes. 

That grew vpon my Hps,then laved his leg 
Ouer my thigh, and figh’d,andkifledand then 
Cried, curft d fate, that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth, O monftrous, monftrous* 

Jag. Nay, this was but his dreame. 

Oth, But this denoted a fore-goncorcltifion,. 

Tis a (brewd doubt tho it be but a ftreame, 

Andthismay hclpe to thicken other proofes. 

That doedemonftrace thinly. 

Oth. Ileteareher slltopcecfs, 

Nay,butl>e wife, yet we fee nothing done, . 



